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So ended the Fifth Part. The sixth and last part was headed
simply:
c About myself and Cynthia.
cAnd now lastly, my darling, what am / doing? Nothing.
Going about with my mouth open in the wonderful spectacle of
England paralysed by its own confusion of mind. Baiting Uncle
Robert. Reading the dreams of Mr. Sempack and comparing
them with the ideas of the British Gazette. Learning something
perhaps about the way this extraordinary world of ours, as
Sempack would call it, fumbles along. And writing to you.
41 don't know what to do Cynthia? I don't know where to take
hold. This is a world change being treated as a British political and
social row. Its roots are away in world finance, gold and the
exchanges, and all sorts of abstruse things. It isn't London or
Yorkshire or New York or Moscow; it's everywhere. Part of
everywhere. Where we all live nowadays. No. i. The Universe,
Time. I sympathise with the strikers but I don't really see what
good this general strike is going to do, even if it does all it pro-
poses to do. Throw everything out of gear, but what then? The
goverment would have to resign. Who would come in if the gov-
erment went out? Unheard of labour men? Snobs and spouters.
Miscellaneous liberal leaders. What difference is there - except for
the smell of tobacco - between Asquith and Baldwin? Lloyd
George saving the country? Half the liberals and all the labour
leaders would see the country in boiling pitch before they let it
be saved by Lloyd George. Communism and start again? There
aren't three thousand Communists in England and half of them
aren't English.
4 On the other hand, I won't do a hand's turn to break the
strike.
c I feel most horribly 110 good at all. I have twenty-two thousand
a year, I'm a pampered child of this England and I don't belong
anywhere. Dear Uncle Robert drives our great concerns and our
fifth share, or thereabouts, is like a trunk tied behind an auto-
mobile. I'm an overpaid impostor. Nobody knows me. I've got no
authority. If I said anything it wouldn't matter. It would be like
someone shouting at the back of a meeting. And even if it did
matter it wouldn't matter, because free speech is now suppressed.
There are no newspapers and the broadcasting is given over to
twaddle - there was a fellow gassing most improvinglv about